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            FOREWORD

         

         ON 6 May 2016, as I was leaving the house in the morning, I noticed something strange.

         My bodyguard, who had been my constant companion for a while, wasn’t in the car that had come to collect me. He had been officially appointed in the face of increasing threats; but for some reason, he had overslept that morning.

         Yet, it was an important day. The court would announce the judgment on the case in which we faced two life sentences.

         I rang him and asked him to come to court. He did.

         We entered the chamber, quiet due to the order banning the public. We made our closing statements, reiterating that sentencing a news item whose veracity was proven and whose value to the public was evident would damage press freedom and trample on justice.

         The judge took a recess before announcing his decision.

         We went out. As we were leaving the courthouse to wait at the café nearby, I noticed the bodyguard was – for whatever reason – absent once again. I was with my wife and a CHP MP, chatting to fellow journalists waiting at the exit when I spotted a sinister face rushing towards me.

         I saw the glint of the barrel first and smelled the discharged bullet. And heard him shout ‘Traitor!’ at the same time. This was the term President Erdoğan was trying to ascribe to me. The bullet had to be the ‘heavy price’ he wanted me to pay…

         This was supposedly the most secure plaza in Turkey: ‘Not a bird would be allowed to fly,’ as the saying goes, never mind enter carrying a weapon. As the TV reporter shielded me, my wife reacted quite by instinct, grabbing the assailant by the arm as the MP seized him by the throat.

         Plainclothesmen got to the scene just then and arrested the gunman. My fellow journalist sustained a minor graze on the leg; I got off lightly thanks to the heroism of those around me. But it was now evident that the threat wasn’t just to my newspaper, journalism or freedom. Now my own life was under threat.

         Soon afterwards, parting a group of friends who had rushed over at news of the attack, we entered the courtroom for the decision.

         The judge started with, ‘Sorry about the attack,’ before passing sentence: ‘Five years and ten months’ imprisonment for divulging state secrets.’ 

         As we left the courthouse, I said, ‘In the space of an hour, we have experienced two assassination attempts, one physical, the other judicial,’ and added that we would never be silenced.

         The gunman later said in his initial statement that his aim was to scare me over the news report I had published. The court returned my passport on the same day it passed the custodial sentence.

         Did they mean to say, ‘Stay away from this country’?

         As this book goes to print, the decision of the Court of Appeal is still pending. The prison sentence hangs on our necks, and the smell of gunpowder is etched in our minds.

         
            * * *

         

         2016 was one of the most traumatic years in my life, but also in the history of Turkey. Precisely ten weeks after me, Turkish democracy also faced a grave armed attack.

         On 15 July, the Gülen congregation that had partnered the government for many years attempted a coup. There was a mutiny in the army: Parliament was bombed, troops fought the police and, in some areas, troops fought troops. Despite the enormous amount of blood that was spilt, thankfully this armed attempt failed.

         The Turkish public had suffered so much under coups throughout history; this time, they went out into the squares and lay before tanks to save the country from a terrible catastrophe.

         Sadly, in the aftermath of this brutal attempt, the Turkish government chose to increase oppression rather than channel this opportunity for solidarity against a coup. A state of emergency was declared. The European Convention of Human Rights was suspended. The government assumed Rule by Decree, effectively bypassing Parliament. Detention periods were extended. A campaign was launched to reinstate the death penalty. In a countrywide witch-hunt, thousands of journalists, writers, academics, judges, prosecutors, soldiers, police officers and civil servants were arrested. Dozens of newspapers and websites were closed down, and others were intimidated. Western reaction to these measures strained relations even more and things now appear to have come to a breaking point.

         The military coup was foiled, but a civilian coup had suspended freedoms.

         
            * * *

         

         As for the personal consequences of the coup…

         The first officials to be dismissed in the higher ranks of the judiciary were Constitutional Court judges who had ordered our release. Then the entire structure of the Court of Appeals that was due to debate our appeal to the prison sentence was changed. The prosecutor who had asked for our detention and authored the indictment has been appointed as the Chief Prosecutor of Istanbul. A new case has been filed, claiming that by running the original news item that had caused my detention, I had assisted the Gülen organisation alleged to have engineered the coup attempt. And the court that filed this case ordered the cancellation of my passport even before the hearings had begun.

         2016 had started in a prison cell; halfway through the year, it continues with the smell of gunpowder, prison sentences, new court cases and the possibility of another arrest.

         Just like me, Turkey’s feeble democracy tries to find a way out, to breathe and create hope for the future amongst the coup attempts, witch-hunts, arrest campaigns and oppressive policies.

         
            * * *

         

         Every sentence written on a country in which everything changes by the day is sentenced to grow old rapidly… All the same, I would like to be able to read these lines under better conditions tomorrow, to be able to say, ‘Those were dark times; they’re gone now,’ as we document the era this book was written in. 

         As we present We Are Arrested to European readers, I would like to call out not only as a journalist fighting for the freedom of the press, but also as the citizen of a nation trying to sustain democracy on a perilous pendulum swinging between the barracks and the mosque:

         Support the struggle for existence fought by Turkey’s democratic powers.

         This support is as crucial to Europe as it is to Turkey.

         A Turkey without Europe will turn into an excluded, anti-Western, totalitarian country; but a Europe without Turkey will turn into an equally monochromatic, insular and ineffective continent.

         Convince Turkey that Europe is not a Christian club, that it is a partnership of contemporary principles, and Europe will be able to defeat the increasing threat of Islamophobia by embracing the most secularist country in the Muslim world.

         That is the only way to stop this dirty war tainting Islam with terrorism and the reaction that has triggered an escalating ultra-nationalism in the West.

         
             

         

         CAN DÜNDAR

         September 2016

      

   


   
      
         

            PREFACE

         

         ONE DAY, the hatch in my cell door opened. The warder shouted, ‘Can Dündar! You have a special visitor.’

         ‘A special visitor?’ Not a term I’d heard before.

         I had a total of 350 visitors during my three months in Silivri. Lawyers with permanent passes, MPs with Ministry of Justice permits and friends and family who came on visit days. However, in a departure from standard practice, the ministry had refused every single special visit request – and there had been hundreds. No exceptions had been made to date: no foreign delegation, no professional organisation and most certainly not a single colleague…

         That day was the only exception.

         Someone had applied to the ministry and had somehow succeeded in obtaining permission for a special visit. I nearly broke into a run to reach the large open visit hall. It was empty. I sat down at one of the plastic tables. Staring at the photograph of the free horses as usual, I wondered who my special visitor was. It wasn’t long before the door opened. Anticipation was building, as if awaiting the big reveal of a matchmaking show.

         And…

         Can Öz stepped in, a heart-warming, bearded smile on his face. I couldn’t believe my eyes. However he’d managed it, he had broken through strict solitary, and here he was, on an open visit.

         I asked, ‘How come? How did you get permission?’ as we hugged. He told me that Can Publishing’s solicitor Ümit Altaş had personally applied to the Ministry of Justice in Ankara, asserting that a face-to-face meeting between publisher and author was essential to discuss copyright and contracts etc.

         As far as I can make it out, once business matters came into play, that was that – permission was granted at once. We chatted non-stop throughout the hour, which flew by. We talked of the oppression in the country, the new editions of my books, of new books, and of his daughter, who would be born any day now. My trial had led me to deliberate about publishing my Master’s paper on state secrets. I had it with me; except, having been written twenty years earlier, it was now quite obsolete in content. Updating it would require a serious amount of work, which would have been quite a challenge to tackle inside. I had changed my mind. That being said, I was writing all the time. This had probably been the most productive three months of my life…

         I had finished the text of the interrupted Cuba documentary. I had submitted numerous articles to leading newspapers of the world, and not just to Cumhuriyet. I had managed to whizz off messages to the Vigil of Hope, to award ceremonies, to professional organisations and foreign statesmen. I had replied to each and every letter I’d received. And I was regularly keeping a diary; creating the infrastructure of a book I would write in the future.

         It was around then, in January 2016, that Hürriyet’s1 Ertuğrul Özkök heralded a new memoir that would soon join the Silivri anthology: ‘The most emotional book’s on the way.’

         True enough, Silivri memoirs filled several shelves in my bookcase. Some – like Nedim Şener’s,2 for instance – suggested there was little need to write about similar incidents and emotions, and I had mentally shelved my own.

         As Can Öz and I chatted, however, I noticed his excitement at my notes, my Silivri memories and the book on my mind. I realised writing it would keep me fit inside. It would also be a testimony; documenting a period of tyranny and the prison that has come to symbolise it – the diary of a captive, a letter from a desert island.

         I sent Can off with a hug and returned to my cell. Pulling up a blank notebook, I began to write. 

         
            * * *

         

         This is the first book I have ever written in longhand. I was allowed neither a computer nor a typewriter in Silivri Prison. I hadn’t written anything in longhand since secondary school. When I was a kid, I wanted to be a doctor. I never made it, or, rather, only got as far as the illegible handwriting. Given that the manuscript would be all but indecipherable to anyone else, I had to write it in capitals and in a legible hand.

         My hand tired easily, which showed, so I needed frequent breaks to shake off the pins and needles and rest my arm. My left hand was briefly enlisted to help, but it lacked the skill to cope. It took two months of persistence, but permission to use the computer for an hour twice a week eventually came through, by which time the book was nearly done. At any rate, editorial input from prison administration that inspected the printouts was not required.

         This book was planned during long sessions of exercise, staring at the panorama of yellow walls, on the iron bed of the upper bunk in the cell and right next to the radiator on the lower.

         I wasn’t swayed by the idea of publishing it as a diary; instead, I gathered my memories in chronological order under pithy headings.

         I sat in a plastic chair with a white cushion of blanket material and wrote on a white plastic table with a vinyl cover. It’s often said that the best books are always written facing the most magnificent views. I found it’s quite the opposite… Imagination stultified by magnificent views occasionally soars to see what lies beyond when it meets a wall. It climbs the wall as it whips up the pen to keep up.

         It took me two months, three ballpoint pens and three ruled notebooks to write We Are Arrested; at times feeling sad, but mostly with a smile, and always sitting down at the table with a great deal of enthusiasm, dreaming of the day of publication…

         My tweet at the time of the court order marked not only the start of our imprisonment, but also the increasingly heavy and extended social servitude under AKP3 rule. We may even have been the luckiest internees of that long servitude… Ours could only be counted as training in comparison to thousands of victims imprisoned unjustly for years, who lost their lives as they fought for justice or were forgotten in some corner of a dungeon.

         Nevertheless, given my pen’s long range, and its power to touch hearts and reach a loyal readership, I had a responsibility to those still inside to record, document, announce and scream this injustice for posterity.

         
            * * *

         

         The trial date was as yet unknown at the time of Can’s visit; the one thing we did know, though, was that his baby was due at the end of March. I had set my heart on 30 March for publication as a little gift on the occasion of his becoming a father. Then our trial date was set as 25 March. The two dates practically coincided. The book might come out before me, telling the whole world about my circumstances. Thankfully, that’s not what happened; I was released before 25 March and wrote the final chapters outside of prison, facing a magnificent view.

         This book is the product of a collective act of solidarity.
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         I would like to thank my wife Dilek, who tirelessly fetched books from my library, offered advice and raised my morale; my comrade Erdem, who shared the pains of the writing process; Tahir Özyurtseven and Murat Sabuncu, who gave me the time to finish the book despite the months of exhaustion; Akın Atalay, who was the first person to read it and caution me to avoid even further trouble; Özlem Yılmaz, who deciphered that awful scrawl, found appropriate visuals and made suggestions about the content; my dear editors Sırma Köksal and Emre Taylan, who never abandoned me throughout court and prison; Utku Lomlu, who proved his graphic design genius once more by enriching literature with a new device (prison bars made out of a hashtag in the original edition); my lawyer friend Ümit Altaş, who built a bridge to my publisher; and my assistant Ayçin Yenitürk, who helped fill in the blanks in the book initially encouraged by Can Öz.

         
            * * *

         

         The fury raging through the palace and the pool media at our release suggests this book is not yet finished. We anticipate new, increased oppression for future memoirs. The more they oppress, the higher our print run. Only time will tell which one will eventually prevail: government oppression or the book’s print runs.

         
             

         

         CAN DÜNDAR

         March 2016
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            CRIME

         

         Thursday 28 May 2015, 3 p.m.

          

         AN EMERGENCY meeting took place on the fifth floor of Cumhuriyet, in the office where İlhan Selçuk had worked for a while. It was made even stuffier – heavy as lead – once the bulletproof blinds were drawn. There were seven of us: four journalists from editorial – Tahir Özyurtseven, Murat Sabuncu, Doğan Satmış and I – and three lawyers facing us – Akın Atalay, Bülent Utku and Abbas Yalçın. Hikmet Çetinkaya joined us later.

         On the agenda was an image, and the image was of a crime… It wasn’t my crime; but I would be accused. Because I had taken the decision to publish that image.

         The video from which the image in question was taken showed an articulated lorry belonging to the MİT, the National Intelligence Agency, intercepted by the gendarmerie. An altercation ensues between the agents and the gendarmes. The gendarmes insist the agents leave the vehicle, and then carry out a search under a warrant from the prosecutor. The steel doors open to reveal boxes of medicines placed as camouflage over the heavy artillery underneath: mortar rounds, grenade launchers, etc.

         The footage was recorded on 19 January 2014. Sixteen months had gone by; the matter was raised in the press, in the judiciary and Parliament, and had been debated and criticised. The government had been all but caught red-handed at a time of intensified allegations of supporting Al Qaeda and aiding ISIS militants. This was Turkey’s Irangate.

         Earlier official claims of humanitarian aid had collapsed. The Turkmens themselves had refuted the defence: ‘We were shipping weapons to the Turkmens.’

         The prosecutors who had ordered the interception of the lorries had talked, the statements had been leaked and the photos had circulated. What was new was the video. The footage shot by the gendarmerie left no room for doubt since it documented the goods in transit. This was nothing less than an international scandal – and the election was just around the corner.

         Cumhuriyet had been chasing the matter for some time. Ahmet Şık4 had met the suspended prosecutor Aziz Takçı on 8 March 2015, and we had carried the story on the front page. We could feel we were getting really close to the images of the raid itself.

         Finally, on the afternoon of Wednesday 27 May, a leftist MP friend delivered the video.

         ‘What you want to know is on this flash drive,’ he said. It dispelled all my doubts: MİT was shipping arms to Syria.

         A newspaper editor receives numerous tips and documents every day. At the time, you doubt their veracity or the motivation of the bearer. The risk of being manipulated for some purpose or another is quite high. That’s when you ask yourself two questions: is this document genuine, and would it be in public interest to publish it? If the answer to both is ‘yes’ then hiding it in a drawer instead of publishing it is a betrayal of your profession.

         We would publish, without a shadow of a doubt. Since it was quite late, however, we agreed to postpone by a day. The next morning, we set about designing the front page on a computer in the far corner of the fourth floor; only a handful knew about this material. We picked the clearest stills and positioned them on the page. The headline documented a lie: ‘The weapons denied by Erdoğan!’

         That’s when it occurred to me to apprise Akın Atalay of our bombshell. His position as our CEO made him the overall boss of the newspaper on behalf of the Cumhuriyet Foundation. He was scrupulous about preserving the fine line between the editorial opinion and the foundation’s. He was the newspaper’s solicitor as well as my own and I habitually consulted him on such sensitive news.

         When he watched the footage, the journalist in him leapt to his feet in excitement, and then the lawyer’s call to sobriety made him sit back down. ‘Have you considered the repercussions?’ he asked.

         Alarm bells rang. That was how we convened the emergency meeting on 28 May, in which journalists and lawyers sat facing one another on black leather armchairs.

         The veteran Cumhuriyet legal team knew journo-speak; in cases like this they would explain the risks and leave the decision with the editorial team, which is exactly what they did on this occasion.

         Akın was quite clear as he opened the meeting: ‘They will claim this was a state secret. They’ve already arrested the prosecutors and the troops who had intercepted the lorries. Disclosing state secrets is a serious crime. Detention is inevitable. I’m personally not against publishing, but I must point out the risks. Please keep this in mind.’

         I turned to Bülent Utku, the experienced lawyer in our defence team.

         ‘The risk is high, Can,’ he said. ‘I’d recommend not publishing.’

         ‘I say we publish,’ interrupted assistant editor-in-chief Tahir. ‘Except, if Can’s going to be the one to pay, it has to be his own decision.’

         Our news coordinator Murat was of the view that, with a week to go before the election on 7 June, no one would touch Cumhuriyet or me.

         Akın said, ‘Erdoğan could do anything.’

         Murat’s suggestion, ‘What if we all signed it, and published with joint signatures?’, met Doğan’s objection: ‘That would make us look like an organisation, not journalists.’

         ‘Upload the video on YouTube?’

         ‘Could be construed as fraud.’

         We decided it was best to be transparent, open and honest. We were convinced we were committing no crime; quite the opposite, we were about to expose one.

         Having assumed an authority it did not have, the intelligence agency was shipping weapons to a neighbouring country without parliamentary sanction, destined, in all likelihood, for radical Islamist organisations. This made Turkey a party in the Syrian civil war. The public had a right to know this, and vote accordingly in the election. They would be the ones to pay the price, after all.

         By a strange coincidence, the Master’s paper I’d written at the Middle Eastern Technical University was about state secrets and freedom of the press. I was well versed in the regulations and case studies from around the world. I knew that crimes could not be kept secret. One after the other, files stamped Top Secret concealing dirty operations sanctioned by politicians had been exposed: Watergate, Irangate, the Pentagon Papers and WikiLeaks being just a handful of examples. And in each case, it was the guilty politicians who were tried, not the journalists. We had a powerful news item and my conscience was clear. It was in the public interest to bring this to light. We could defend it.

         ‘What’s the worst-case scenario?’ I asked.

         ‘They could raid the newspaper at night, seize the papers and arrest you,’ warned the lawyers.

         ‘All right, then we run with it,’ I said.

         Their apprehension on my account was palpable. I appreciated their concern, but this was a time for information, not apprehension.

         There was one last suggestion as the meeting broke up: ‘All right; you won’t change your mind. But don’t risk being arrested at least. Go abroad.’

         ‘When?’ I asked.

         ‘At once. Now.’

         The election was ten days away. It looked unlikely that the government would raid the most prestigious newspaper in the country just as we were about to go to the polls. But you never knew with Erdoğan. It made sense to mind our step until the election and evaluate developments afterwards. 

         We took several decisions:

         Firstly, we would run teasers on the website, ‘Cumhuriyet has a bombshell’ and the like, but wait until morning to run the story.
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         Secondly, we wouldn’t run it in the early editions of the paper that went to the provinces in order to minimise the risk of a raid on the print shop. Thirdly, I would write a leader explaining to the readers why we were publishing. 
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         Decisions taken, we posed for a photo marking the day and went to work. Everyone knew we were in for a hard night (and many hard days). I went to my office and wrote the leader. Meanwhile, my assistant Ayçin was looking into flights.

         Mehmet Ali Birand popped into my mind out of the blue. We had originally met when I was researching for my Master’s paper. He was the journalist who had exposed the truth behind the sinking of the TCG Kocatepe during the 1974 Cyprus conflict: it had been accidentally

         sunk by the Turkish Air Force. That scandal was a state secret and writing about it would obviously get the author into trouble. He too had submitted his bombshell a year after the scandal, grabbed his passport and plane ticket and made for the airport.

         Forty years later, it was my turn to experience that scene I had described in my paper. I would go to London to visit my son at university there, I decided. All London flights were fully booked, but there was a seat on the Cologne flight.

         Just then, I was shown the dummy front page. It looked stunning. Taking leave of my accomplices, I left the office and went home for the afternoon, surprising and delighting Dilek with my unpredictably early return. The sun was about to set.

         ‘Let’s have a glass of wine,’ I said, and gave her the news on the terrace as we had some wine and cheese. ‘I’m going,’ I declared.

         ‘When?’

         ‘Now.’

         ‘Where?’

         ‘To London.’

         She understood, though a cloud of anxiety scudded through her eyes at first.

         ‘Will the house be raided?’

         ‘I don’t think so, but it’s not improbable. Don’t stay at home,’ I said.

         ‘Perhaps you shouldn’t publish?’

         I didn’t reply.

         I was at the Sabiha Gökçen Airport two hours later. My phone rang non-stop. Everyone wanted to know about this bombshell, news of which was spreading like wildfire online. Meanwhile, I received the latest front-page layout on my phone.

         I rang Tahir. We discussed what steps we would take in case the print shop was raided. I didn’t really like the idea of being away on a night like this, but I had taken a decision – there was no going back. Just then a message arrived which gave me hope that this might be a nice break after all: ‘My best mate’s coming to London. I’m so happy. The dishes needed doing, dude.’

         It was my son Ege. I had yet to see where he’d been living for the past two years, yet to see his college. I was about to meet ‘my best mate’ – what more could I ask for?

         I boarded at 11 p.m. and my mind was on the newspaper and home as we took off. Would the print shop be raided? Would the papers be seized? Would the house be raided in their search for me? I’d been hoping this would be a brief trip; would it turn into a long exile instead?

         All this would become clear while I was in the air.

         The arrow had left the bow.

         I drew on George Orwell’s moral support: ‘In a time of universal deceit, telling the truth is a revolutionary act.’
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            THREAT

         

         SOME CITIES squander you, others shelter you, and London is the harbour I have sought shelter in goodness knows how many times. As I was rushing there to hide, I recalled my first visit exactly thirty years ago.

         At the time I was the Ankara bureau chief of Nokta, the bravest magazine of the post-military era. It was run by a great man: Ercan Arıklı. I had his leave to take a journalism course with a six-month bursary, and he was with me on the Ankara–Istanbul leg of my journey.

         I remember his whispered ‘You’re missing a massive bombshell!’, then brushing my subsequent enquiries off with an evasive answer. He clearly wanted to keep whatever it was a secret, so I’d pretended to buy it. I was in London by the time I learnt that the bombshell was Nokta’s legendary cover story: ‘I am a Torturer: the confessions of a police officer.’ 

         Now, thirty years later, I was going to London with another bombshell in my lap. The city would shelter me once again.

         I switched on my mobile the moment we landed in Cologne: all was well. The paper had been printed, not raided! I fell into an anxious and exhausted sleep in a small hotel near the airport. In the morning I was awakened by a hail of telephone calls.
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         The exposé had exploded in the already turbulent seas of the election campaign. The state prosecutor had launched an investigation at once and unusually announced it alongside a press release: I would be charged with espionage for having published information that had to remain secret. But who wanted to keep this information secret? I wondered. The MİT? So-called IS? The public? Who would decide?

         As Akın said on the phone, ‘It’s a ridiculous allegation, but what they’re trumping up is one that carries a life sentence. It means certain detention. They’d have run you in if it wasn’t you. Since they’ve announced the inquiry, you’ll be invited to give a statement. Let’s wait a while.’

         The serious charge had only intensified the effect of the news. Support calls were raining in.

         Leader of the CHP5 Kılıçdaroğlu said, ‘Now we know there are brave journalists in this country. I want you to know I’ll always stand by you.’

         The centrist media ignored the news. The pro-government media, on the other hand, had gone on the attack. Hatchet men like Cem Küçük6 indicated the government’s stance: ‘Should be arrested, but not before the election.’

         He and columnist Nagehan Alçı later suggested a more practical solution on a TV programme: ‘If this happened in America, say, the New York Times published photos of CIA lorries, for example, they’d deal with it without going to the law. The CIA would have taken care of it in a traffic accident.’

         I went to London in the middle of this uproar and met my son. One single hug, and all that gloom vanished. We took a long stroll in Hyde Park and I told him about my years in London without him, and he told me about his in London without me.

         The telephone never stopped ringing, dragging me constantly back to the present, back to my country. Weapon-laden lorries kept passing through the magnificent park, piercing the wonderful chat between father and son. One of those calls seared my heart. We’d lost Bedri Koraman, the doyen caricaturist. The least I could do was to go back and attend his funeral. And then I had to give my statement.
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